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DAWN 

They are very thirsty. ... I watch them from a far hillside, 
Rumiing stupidly about, like sheep, whose shepherd has forgotten them, 
Torn by thorns, footsore, where sharp stones have pierced their sandals, 
Yet heeding only their thirst, and hunting foolishly, tirelessly, for sweet water. 

They are your herdsmen . . . they have seen the slim form of you. 
Swathed in your rainbow scarves, carried among them. 
Like a soft mirage, day after day. . . . 
Yet . . . they thirst! 

And I ... I sit afar, at the source of a little stream. 

Moving my way-weary feet among its cool, opalescent bubbles. . . . 

And looking toward the tents of your people, 

I thirst! 

But I cannot hope to slake my thirst at yoiu* fountain; 

Your servants are too many! Ants rearing a barrier 

Unconquerable, in the path of Kings! 

I shall wander away through the morning. 

To the little shimmering cloud of dust, where others like me are waiting. . . . 

And I take my thirst with me! 

Farewell, my beloved . . . you who have trodden out the red wine of 

my heart 
Beneath your pale, blue-veined feet. • . . 
Allah billiah! 



